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DETECTIVE. The law takes no account of privacy when a thing like
this happens.

DARREL. The law !    It's got no guts.
DETECTIVE. Very sensibly said, sir.    Kindly open this box.
DARREL. It contains nothing but private letters from this lady to me.
DETECTIVE. Well, we'll just confirm that.
ANNE. Open it, Geof.

DETECTIVE. That's right, ma'am; in view of your admission, there's
every chance we shan't need them. They shall be kept under seal, and
returned.

[DARREL, taking a key from bis watch-chain, opens the little box.
The DETECTIVE takes out a packet of letters. From the first
he takes a dried flower and puts it carefully back, into the box.
The Two LOVERS have unconsciously clasped bands, watching
the DETECTIVE rapidly turning over letter after letter to see
that they are all in the same handwriting*

DETECTIVE. All correct, sir. You'd like to seal them up yourself,
no doubt.

[DARREL has wrenched his hand from ANNE'S, and covered bis eyes.
She goes to the bureau and taking a large envelope bands it to tht
DETECTIVE, who puts the letters in and closes it.
DARREL. Why do you take them, if you're not going to use them ?
DETECTIVE. Well, sir, we shan't use them unless Mrs. Morecombe
contradicts the statement she made just now.    To have them will
remove that temptation.    You shall have them back, sir, just as they
are, if you'll put your seal on them.

[He (ays the envelope on the bureau.    DARREL seals it,
DARREL. Will you let me attend the inquest instead of her ?
DETECTIVE. [Placing the envelope in bis breast pocket] Out of the
question, sir.    [Points to the chair.] She found the body.
DARREL. The whole thing's inhuman.

DETECTIVE. Well, sir, there it is. . . , Ofi* the carpet, and you never
know where you'll land.   But you can trust me*
DARREL. Will you give me your card, please ?

[The DETECTIVE hands him a card, and the little box, empty of all

except the flower.

DETECTIVE. You persist in saying you got no letter from Major
Morecombe this morning, sir ?
DARREL. Yes.
DETECTIVE. Well, I hope we shall get hold of it.    \Lookjng at bij

face intently.] And I sincerely trust we shan't need------

[ANNE moves a step, lookjng at him.]
[With a gesture of discomfort] My duty, ma'am.

[He goes out,    The door is shut,
[The Two LOVERS stand side by side without a word.